EXTREMES MEET

Crowder wrung his hand again in penitence.

" I'm just a bit excited/' he explained, folding up the
telegrams and putting them in the safe.

The chauffeur, who had recently married a passionate
red-haired Italian, did not look much refreshed by the
siesta he had been granted that afternoon.

" Didn't you get any sleep, Gunton ? " Waterlow
asked.

" No, sir j my missus was carrying on about me coming
back at four o'clock this morning," said the chauffeur, a
shrivelled little cockney with mild pale eyes and a red
dyspeptic nose.

" Didn't you explain I'd kept you late on duty ? "

" Yes, sir. But when my missus gets jealous she can't
follow my English the way anybody would who was
English. She just throws her head back and screams at
the top of her voice very harsh. Well, they say woman
was born jealous, don't they, sir? Soa I suppose any-
body must put up with it who's married one. And, of
course, it has been unusually hot to-day. Broiling, as
they say. Straight down to Number Ten, sir ? "

" Yes, but slow up just a moment by that caf<6 at the
corner."

The four idlers were still sitting over the same cups of
coffee, the same small cubes of Turkish delight.

" What do you make of that concentration ? " Water-
low asked his subordinate. " There are five at the other
place over there."

From the safety of the car Crowder frowned and
glared ferociously at the idlers fumbling with their fat
beads,

u Notice how many there are loafing about at the
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